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among the deputation sent to express their anxiety and
sympathy. Not so the Lameths. I knew them, said
Mirabeau, to be without adroitness, but I did not
imagine them to be fools ! In the street there was the
impressive silence of a vast crowd, anxiously waiting for
the bulletins which were circulated every three hours, or
communicating in low whispers the last rumours of what
the sick man had said or done.

Madame du Saillant was near her brother when he
died, but, as it would seem, no other member of his family.
His brother the Viscount, whom, forgetting sarcasms
and libels, he had more than once endeavoured to protect
at the risk of his own popularity, had crossed the
frontier. His uncle the Bailli, after watching events in
Provence, was soon to seek a refuge at Malta, where he
died in 1793. The wretched Marchioness of Mirabeau,
whose sordid fortunes were at their lowest ebb, com-
plained in a royalist newspaper that she had been
driven from the door of her dying son. It was,
however, believed that not the mother but the im-
portunate creditor had been excluded.

When Mirabeau's death was known, the grief and
consternation were almost universal. No prince or
king was ever so generally lamented by all classes and
by all parties. Only those who hoped for a counter-
revolution and those who wished to perpetuate anarchy,
a small minority of extreme men, rejoiced that the most
formidable opponent of reaction and disorder should be
no more.

Mirabeau desired in his will that his body should be
laid "in the chapel of his house at Le Marais," and that
the remains of his father and grandfather should also